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Were red horte fteele to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me jflth dca&Jy poyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay,Godiauc the Queene. 

Alas poorefou!e,t enuie noahvslory, 

To feede my humor, wiih thy ielfe n^ar me. 

Dut.G/o. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to roe as 1 followed Henries courfc, 

When fcarce the blood was well waiht front his hands 
Which i tTlied from nfljpthtr angel husband, 

And that dead faint, winch then I weeping followed 
0,when I fay,l iodic on Richards face, 

This was my will), be thou quoth 1 accurft, 

For making mefo yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou \vedft,!et farrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fo hadde 

As miferabic by the deleft 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loc,euen I can repeatethis curfc againc, 

Euen in fo IJiort a fpace,my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his hony words, 

And prodd thefubicdls of my ownefoulcs curie, 

Which euer fincejiath kept my eyes from fteepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed thegolden deawofileepe, 

But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, ; 

Befidcs, he hates mefor my father Warwicke, 

And will fliortly be ridof me. 

g>£, Alas poore foule, I pittie thy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more the from my foule I mourne for yours. 

Farewc[l,thou wofull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foule, thou takft thy leaue of it. 

Dm Tor. Go thou to Richmod,& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard,and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou tofanduarie,good thoughts poifeife thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft he with me, 

Eightie olde y cares of forrow haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

Tbs 
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of Richard the third. 

T he Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Catesbj,ivitb other Nobles, 

King. Stand all apart: Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice . ^ throne. 

And thy aftiftance is King Richard feated : 

But (hall we weare thefe honours for a day ? 

Or (hall they laft,and we reioyce in them ? 

Buc. Still I iue they, and for euer may they laft. 

Kin.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed: 

Yong Edward liues : thinke now what I wouldfay. 

Buc. Say on my gracious foueraigne. 

Kmg. Why Buckingham,! fay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thrice renowmed liege. 
King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc, True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftill ihould iiue true noble Prince; 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall l be plaine ? I wifli the baftards dead, 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. 

Whatfaift thoui fpeakefuddenly,bebriefc. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut,tut 3 thouart all yce,thy kindhelTe freezeth. 
Say, haue I thy confent that they (hall die^ 

Buc. Giuemefomebrcath,fomelitI^paufemy Lord, 
Before I pofitiuelyfpeakehcrein: 

I will refolueyour Grace immediatf 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip; 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And ynrefpciftiue boyes,none are for roc 
That looke into me with con fiderate eyes : 

Boy,high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpefr. 
Boy.^otd. 
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